Preface

I HAVE addressed these letters to Somebody in the hope
that Somebody will read them.

I make no pretence of having written a book. All I
have attempted to do has been to put on paper some
recollections of a rather hard life and of a somewhat
strenuous career.

The desire to write " Recollections " may be a form
of mental malady, but after all there is no reason why
a swan should hold the monopoly of chirruping his
memoirs when his dissolution becomes imminent.

II est un age dans la me

Ou chaque reve doit finir,
Un age ou I'dme reciteillie

A be so in de se souvenir.